e r—————
= TRl

y
|

SYNOPSIS,

f=id Maltiand, & frank, freq
apolled young Phalladelphin girl, ls taken
the Colorado mountaing by her uncle.

t Maltland, James  Armstrong,
tiand's protoge, falls in love with her,
persistent woolng thrills the girl, but

e hesitates, and Armstrong goes east
business without a definite answer.
hears the mtory of & mining eng!-
wser, Nowbold, whose wils fell off a cilff
wmd was s0 serlously hurt that he wWss
gampellad to shool her to vent her be-
eaten by wolves whils be went for
delp. Eirkby, the old guide who tells the
story. gives Enid a package of letters
shich he says wete found on the dead
saman’s body, She reads the letters and
at Kirkby's request keeps them. While
#sthing In mountain stream Knid 1s mt-
facked by n hear, which ls mysteriously
thot. A storm adds to the girl'a terror,
& sudden deluge transforms brook into
swging lorrent. which aweeps Euid Into
geege, where she I8 rescusd by & moun-
‘ﬁn termit after a thrilling experience
LA
g

and an-

ors in great confusion upon discoy-

nld's absenoe when the storm
Seeaks, Maltland and Old Kirkby go In
pearch of the girl Enid discovers that
Ber ankle s sprained pnd that she s un-
=bls Lo walk. Her mysterious rescuer
sarries hLer to his camp. Enld goes (o
#feep In (ho strangs man's bunk, Miner
smoks breakfast for Enld, after which
Shey go on tour of inspeation ﬁ‘l:ﬂ her-
ﬁfl tells Enld of his unsuccessful nttempt

find the Maltland campers, He admits
Shat he is niso from Philadelphia.  The
Asrenit fulls 6 love with Enld. Tho min

fotses to A realization of his love for her,
sat naturally in that strange splitude the
sslxtions of the girl and her rescuer be-
some unnaturnl and strained. The strang-
er tells of A wife he had who In dead,
gd says ho hiw sworn to ever cherish
Ser memory by living In golltude. He and
S, howoever, confens thelr love for
snch other. She learns that he ls the
ssan who killed his wife in the mountain.
Iobd digcovers the writer of the lstters
f Newbold's wife to have besn Joames
&romstrong. Newbold decldes to gtart to
e pettloment for lelp. The man 18

by the bellet that he ls unfalthful
‘s memory, und Enid th tempt-

0 Him of the letters In her pos-

an. Armsirong, nccompanied by
;1-.: Hv nnd Robert Maltland, find a note
Seat Newbald had laft in tha deserted
gubin, and know that the girl is dn his

teeping.

CHAPTER XIX—{(Continued).

Net altogether admirable had been
$ames Armsatrong's outwardly success-
%l career, In much that 18 high and
aobla and manly hig actlons—and his
sharacter—had often been lacking, but
sven the base can love, and sometimes
wowe transforms, if it be glven a
shance. The passion of Cymon for Iph-
genia, made & man and prince out of
g8e rustic boor, and his real love for
@iid Maltland might have done more
%or Armstrong than he himgell or any-
pas who knew him as he was, and
faw thera weore 'who had such
gnowledge of bim, drenmed was
poasible, There was one thing that
%weve could not do, however; it
sould not make him a patient phil
asopher, & good walter. His rule of
¥ wad not very high, but In one way
t wis admirable, In that prompt, bold
dasire nction was his chlefest charac-
taristlo,

On this certaln morulng a month
efter the heart-breaking dlsaster, his
gower of passive endurance had been
siralnied to the vanishing point. The

eat white range was flung in his face
!,;a a challenge. Within its secret re-
vesses lay the solution of the mystery.
Semewhere, dead or alive, beyond the
soaring rampart was the woman he
soved. It was impossible for him to
semaln quiet any longer. Common
@ense, rveason, cvery argument that
Bad been adduced, suddenly bechme of
oo welght He lfted his head and
stared stralght westward, his eyes

wwapt the long semiclrele of hurizunj

wmcross which the mighty range was
drawn ke the chord of gigantie are
or the string of & mighty bow. Each
white peak mocked him, the Insolent
ageression of the range enlled him ir-
reslstibly to action,

“By Heaven,” he snld under his
Sreath, rising to his feet, “winter or
mo winter, I go."”

Robert Maltland had offices in the
wame bullding, Having once come to &
Setermination, there was no more un-
=artainty or hesitation about Arm-
atrong's courge.  In another moment
2o waa standing In the private room of
@is friend. The two men were not
mlone there. Stephen Maitland sat In
% low chair before another window
removed from the desk somewhat,
staring out at the range. The old
wman was huddled down in his seat,
avery line of his figure spoke of grie!
amd despair, OF all the places In Den-
wet, be llked best his brother's office
&ronting the rampart of the 'moun-
talns, and hour after hour he sat there

- quietly looking at the summits, some-

&mes softly shrouded in white, some-
Hmesiswept bare by the flerce winter
walea that blew across them, some-
@imes shining and sparkling so that
¢iie aye scarce sustain thelr reflection
-af the dazzling sun of Colorado; and
wf othgr tlmes seen dimly through
mmista of whirling snow.

Oh, yes, the mountalns challenged
@ifm also to the other slde of the
sange, His hesrt \yearned for his
=hild, but he was too old to make
the Attempt. He could only sit and

and walt with such falnt god fad.
pe a8 he could still cherish un-

was A living grief and a living re
proach to him. Although he was guite
blameless he blamed himself, He had
not known how he had grown to love
his nlece untll he had lost her. His
conscience accused him hourly, and
yel he knew not where he was at
fuult or how he could have dome dif-
ferently. It was a helpless and hope-
leas mituation. To him, therefore, en-
tered Armstrong.

“Maitland,” bhe began, "I can't stand
it any longer. I'm golng into the moun-
talns"™

"You are mad!*

“T can't help it, I can't sit here
and face them, damn them, and re-
main quiet.”

“You will never come out allve.”

"Oh, ves, 1 will: but if 1 don't, 1
swear to God 1 don't care”

Old Stephen Maitland rose unstead-
Hy to his feet and gripped the back of
his chalr,

“Did 1 hear aright, sir?" he asked,
with all the polished and graceful cour-
tesy of birth and breeding which never
deserted him In any emergency what-
Boever. “Do you say—"

“I sald T was going into the moun-
talns to search for her™

"It is madness,” urged Robert Mait-
land.

But the old man did not hear him,

"Thank God!" he exclaimed with
deep fecling. "I have sat here day aft.
er day and watehed those mighty hills,
and I have pald to myself that it I
had youth and strength as | have love,
1 would not wnit."

“You are right,” returned Arm-
strong, esqually moved, and indeed it
would have been hard to have heard
and seen that father unresponsively:
“and | am not golog to walt, elther.”

“l understand your feelings, Jim,
and youre, too, Bteve,” began Robert
Maltland, argulng against his own emo-
tions, “even If she escaped the flood.
she must be dead by this time.”

“You needn’'t go over the old argu-
ment, Bob, I'm going Into the moun-
talng, and I'm going now. No," he
econtinued swiftly, as the other apened
his mouth to interposa further abjec.
tlons, “you needn't say another word.
I'm a free ageni, and I'm old enough
to declde what I can do. Thera {8 no
argument, there Is no [orce, there is
no appeal, there is nothing that will

H 7]
“It |s Mudness,” Urged Robert Maltiand.

restraln me. I can't alt here and eat
my heart out when she may be there.”

“But It's impossible!”

“It s Impossible. How do 1 know
that there may not have been some-
body In the moontalos; she may have
wandered to some settlement, some
hunter's oabin, some prospéctor's hut.”

“But we were there for weeks and
saw nothing, no evidsnoe of Ww gan-

A “‘,.n i

“I don't carel- The mountams are
filled with secret nooks you could pass
by within & stone's throw, and never
see Into; she may be In one of them,
1 suppose she ls dead, and it's all fool-

{&h, this hope; “.t. m never belleve it

i

until 1 have examined every sguare
rod within & radius of 50 miles from
your esmp. Il take the long chance,
the longest, even."

*“Well, that's all right" sald Rob-
ert Maitland. “Of course, 1 Intend to
do that as scon as the spring opens;
but what's the use of trying to do it
now

“It's use to me. TI'Hl either go mad
here In Denver, or 1 must go to seek
for her there™

“But you will never come back Iif
you once get in those mountains alone.”

“l dom't care whether 1 do or noL
It's no use, old man, I am going, and
that's all there !8 about IL"

Robert Maltland knew men. He rec-
ognized finality when he heard it, or
when he saw {t, and 1t waa guite evi
dent that he was In the presence of It
then, It was no use to say more.

“Very well” he sald. “T1 honor you
for your feeling, even if I don't think
much of your common sense.” ;

“"Damn common senss,” cried Arm-
strong, triumphantly. “It's love that
moves me now."”

At that moment there was a tap on
the door. A clerk from the outer of-
fice bidden to enter, announced that
old Kirkby was in the ante room.

“Bring him in" directed Maitland,
eagor to welecome him.

He fancled that the newcomer would
undoubtedly asslst him in digsuading
Armstrong from His foolhardy, useless
entorprise. )

“Mornin’, old man," drawled Kirkby.
"Howdy, Armstrong, my respects to
you, slr,” he sald, sinking his volce a
little as he bowed respectfully toward
Mr, Stephen Maltland, a very sympa-
thetie look in the old frontiersman's
eyes at the sight of the bereaved [a-
ther,

“Kirkby, you've come in the wvery
nlek of time,” at once began Roberi
Maitland,

“Allug pglad to be Joehuny-on-the-
spot,” smliled the older man.

“Armstrong here,” continued the
other, Intent upon hls purpose, “says
he can't walt until the spring and the
gnow melt, he 2 going into the moun-
talns now lo look for Enid."

Kirkby didn't love Armstrong. He
didn't care for him a little bit, but
there was something In the bold kardi-

hood of the man, something in the wiy
which he met the reckless challenge of
the mountains that the old man and
all the others felt that moved the in-
most soul of the hardy frontlersman.
He threw an approving glance at him.

“] tell him that it s absurd, imposal.
ble, that he risks his life for noth-
ing, and I want you to tell him the
same thing. You know more about
the mountains than either of us.”

“14r. Kirkby," quavered Stephen Malt-
land, “allow me. I don't wunt to in-
fluence you ngulust your better judg-
ment, but if you could sit hero as I
have doné, and think that maybe she

In need, you would not say a word to
deter him™

“Why, Steve,” expostulated Robert
Maitland, “surely you lmow I would
risk anything for Enld. Somehow, it
feems a8 If | were belng put in the
salfizh position by my opposition.”

“No, no,"” gald bils brother, "It isn't
that. You have your wife and chil
dren, but this young man—"

“Well, what do you say, Kirkby? Not
that It makes any difference to me
what anybody says. Come, we nre
wasting time" Interposed Armstrong,
who, now that he had made up his
mind, was anxious to be off.

“Jim Armstrong,” answered Kirkby,
decidedly. "I pever thought much o
you in the past, an' I think sende
you've put out this last profick of
yourn, that I'm entitled to call you' a
damn fool, w'ich you are, and I'm an-
other, for T'm goln® Into the mountains
with you"

prejudiced against the west. You are
men that would do honor to any family,
to any society in Phlladelphia or any-
where else”

“Lord love ye," drawled Kirkby, his
eyes twinkling. *There ain't no three
men on the Atlantie seaboard that kin
mateh up with two of us yere, to say
nothin’ of the third."

“Well," sald Robert Maitland, “the
thing now is to decide on what's to be
done™

“My plan,” sald Armstrong, “Is to go
tp the old camp,

“Yep,” sald Kirkby, “that's a good
point of desparture, as my seafarin' fa-
ther down Cape Cod way used to say;
an' wot's next?”

"] am golng up the canon instead of
down,” sald the man, with & flash of
Inspiration.

“That ain't no bad Jdea, nuther”
aspented the old man, “We looked the
ground over pretty thoroughly down

“I'm Goin' Into the Mountains With You™

“Oh, thank God!"
Maltland fervently,

“T know you don't llke me" answer-
ed Armstrong. "That's nelther here
nor there. Perhaps you have cause to
dlalke me, perhaps you have not, I
don't like you any too well myself, but
there's no man on earth I'd rather

erled Btephen

have go with me on a quest of thla}

kind than you, and there's my hand
on ft”

Kirby shook it vigorously.

“This nin't committin' myself,” he
sald cautlously, “So far's I'm con-
cerned, you &in't good encugh for Miss
Maitland, but 1 admires your apirit,
Armsirong, an' I'm goin' with you,
"Tain't no good, 'twon't produce nothin’,
most likely we'll never come back
agin; but jest the same, I'm goin’
along, Nobody's goin' to show me the
trall. My nerve and grit, w'en It
comes to helpln' a young female ke
that girl, Is as good as anybody's, 1
guess, You're her father,” ho drawled,
on turning to Stephen Maltland, “an’
1 ain't no kin to her, but, by gosh, I
belleve I can understand better than
any one else yeras what you are feelin'”

“Kirkby,"” eald Robert Maltland, smil-
ing at the other two, “you have gone
clean back on me. I thought you had
more sense. Bot soinehow I guess it's
,contagious, for I am golng along with
you two myself. :

“And 1, cannot I zecompany you?”
pleaded Stephen Maitland, eagerly
drawing near to the other three.

“Not much,” said old Kirkby prompt-
Iy. “You aln't got the stren'th, ol'
man, You don't know them mountains,
nuther, You'd be helpless on a pair o'
snow shoes; there aln't anything you
could do, you'd jest be a drag on us,
Without sayin' anything about mysalf,
w'ieh I'm too modest for that, there
ain't threa better men in Colorado to

tackle this job than Jim Armetrong |

an’ Bob Maitland an'— Well as I
sald, I won't mention no other names.”

“Cod bless you all, gentlemen,” fal-
tered Stephen Maftland. “T think, per-
haps, I may have been wrong, a little

the canon. Mebbe we can find some-
thing up 1t."

“And what do you propose to take
with you?" asked Maltiand,

"What we can carry on {he backs of
men, We will make a camp some-
where about where you did, We can get
lanuugh husky men up at Morrlson who

will pack in what we want, and with
that as a basls we will explore the up-
per reaches of the range.”

“And when do we start?”

“There I8 a train for Morrison In
two hours," answered Armstrong. “We
can got what we want In the way of
sleeping bags and equipment between
now and then, It we hurry about it."

"Bt we are goln' to do it, we might
as well git a move on' us," susented
Kirkby, making ready to go.

“Right,” answered Robert Maltland
grimly. *“When thres men set out to
make fools of themselves, the sooner
they get at It and get over with
it the better. I've got gome bual-
ness matters o settle, You two
get what's needed, and I'll bear my
share.”

A week later 4 little band of men on
snow shoes, wrapped in fura to thelr
eyes, every one heavily burdened with
a pack, siaggered Into the clearing
where once had been pitched the Mait-
land camp. The place was covered
with smow, of courss, but on a ghelf of
rock halt way up the hogback, they
found a comparatively level clearing,
and there, all working ke beavers,
1 they bullt a rude hut which they cov-
ered with eanvas and then with tight
ly packed smow, and which ~would
leep the three who remained from
freezing to death. Fortunately they
were favored with & brlef period of
pleasant weather, and a few daya
served to make a sufficlently habitableé

-l answered the old man with an in.

three men even considered what was
to be done next,

“We must begin a systematic search
tomorrow,” sald Armstirong decisive-
Iy, as the three men' sat around the
chearful fire in the hut.

“Yes,” assented Maitland. “Shall we
go together, or separately?”

“Beparately, of course. We are all
hardy and experlonced men. Nothing
s apt to happen to us, We wiil mest
bere every nlght and plan the next
day's work. What do you say, Kirk-
by " )

The old man had been guietly smok-
Ing whils the others talked. Ha
smiled at them in & way which aroused
thelr curicsity and made them feel
that he had news for them.

“While you wns puttin' the finlghin’
touches on thls yere camp, 1 come
acrost & heap o' stuns that somehow
the wind had swept bare, there was
a big rift in front of It which kep' us
from seein' It afore; It was bulit up
in the open w'ers thers was no trees,
an' In our lumberin’ operations we

wasn't lookin' that a-way. 1 came
nerost it by any chance an—"
“Well, for God's sake, old man,"

erled Armstrong, Impatiently, “what
did you find, anything? ’

“This,” answered Kirkby, carefully
producing a folded scrap of paper from
hiy leather vest,

Armstrong fell on it ravenously, and
a5 Maltland bent to him, they both
read these words by the flrelight,

"Miss Enid Maltlund, whose foot is
80 badly crushed as to prevent her
traveling, Is safe In & cabin at the head
of this canon, [ put this notice here
to reassure any one who may be seek-
Ing her as to her welfare. Follow the
Atream up to its source,

"WM. BERKELY NEWBOLD."

“Thank God!" exclaimed Robert
Maitland, :

"You called me a fool, Kirkby,” sald
Armstrong, his eyes gleaming. *“What
do you think of It now?”

“It's the fools, I find,” sald' Kirkby
saplently, “that gemer'ly gits there
Providence seems to ba n-watchin’
over ‘em."

“You sald you chanced on this pa.
per, Jaeck,” continued Maitland. “It
looks like the deliberate Intention of
Almighty God.”

“I reckon so," answered the other
almply. “You gee He's got to look
after alt the fools on earth to keep 'em
from doin' too much damage to thelr
selves an’ to othera In this yere crook-
ed trall of a world.”

“Let us start now,”
sirong.

“'Tein't possible,” saldthe eld man,
taking another puff at his pipe, and
only a glistening of the eye batrayed
the joy that he felt; otherwise his
phlegmatic calm was unbroken, hils de-
meanor jus{ g8 undisturbed as it al
ways was. “We'd jest throw away out
lives a-wanderin' round these yers
mountaine in the dark. Wae've got te
bave light, an clear weather. Bt
should be snowin’' in the mornin’ 'wa‘a
bave to wait until it cleared.”

“I won't walt & minute,” sald Arm.
strong, “Al daybreak, weather or no
weather, I start”

"What's your hurey, Jim?" continued
Kirkby, calmly. “The gal's safe: one
day more or less ain't goin’ to make
oo difference,”

“8he’s with another man,” answerad
Armstrong qulekly,

Do you know this Newbold?" ask
ed Malitland, looking at the note again

“No, not personally, but I have heard
of him.”

"I kmow him)"” answered Kirkby
quickly, “an' you've seed him too, Bob;
he's the feller that shot his wife, that
married -Loulse Rosser.”

“That man)"

"“The very same.”

“You say you never saw him, Jim?"
askad Maltinnd.

"1 repeat I never met 'him gald
Armstrong, flushing suddenly; *“but |
knew him wife”

“Yes, you did that—" drawled the
old mountaineer,

‘“What do you mean? flushed Arm
slrong. .

" fiean that you knowed her, thats

urged Arme

nocent alr that was almost childike

When the others woke up in the
morning Armstrong’s eleeping bag wag
empty. Kirkby crawled out of his own
warm nest, opened the door and peer
ed out into the storm.

“Well," he sald, “I guess the damn
fool has beat God this time. It don'|
look to me a8 if even He tould savg
him now.*

“But we must go after hlm at onse,"
urged Maltland, 1

“Bee for yoursell,” answered the old
man, throwlng wider the door. “We'vq
got to wait 'tll this wind dies down, un
less we give the Almighty the job o
lookin' after thres instid o' one.”
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buff, and the former will flidmine the
verandn from s wicker table at the
window, to whoh (hé elestric light
cord can be extended, demijohing,
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How She Was Finally
Restored to Health.

Iahorstory at Lynn, Mass., seem to prove
this fact.

1§ want speoial advice write to
l.yas“l;.l. Pinkham Medicine Co, (confl=
dential) Lynn, Mass, Your letter will
be opened, read and answered by a
woman and held in sirlet confldence,

;. PISO'S REMEDY = ,,

g Best Cough Syrup. Tustes Oood. Tse K4
A in timo, Bold by Draggists, —

“ FOR COUGHS AND cOLDS ¥

Its Kind.
“The papers gay carrots will make
one beautiful”
“Huh! That's ouly yellow journal-
Ism."

Liquid Measure.

It was the time ot the singing lea-
son mt the local council school, and
the teacher was explaining to the
young hopefuls that if a “treble,” and
"alto,” a "tenor"' and & “bass" sung
together, their united eforts would
constitute a quartet,

There séemed no troubls about that,
and the teacher thought the class was
getting on very nicely.

“‘Now, Jimmy, leave off pinching
your brother's leg and listen to mse,”
sald she. ‘If a bass and a tenor sang
together, what would you call that?"

Jimmy was the son of the local
milkman, and & bright lad withal. His
answer was not long in coming.

“Please, miss,” said he, “that would
be & ‘pintette,’”

USUALLY THE CASE.

Wiekson—] have been working night
and day for the last month,
Dickson—Because whyt
Wickson—In order to get enough
money ahead to pay for a week's rest
in the country this summer,

A DOCTOR'S TRIALS. ;

Ho Bometimes Gets 8lok Like Othep

People.

Even doing good to people Ia M

work if you have too much of it to do.

An overworked Ohlo dootor tells his
experience;

“About three years ago as tha result
of'doing two men's work, sttending a
large practice and looking after the
detalls of another business, my health
broke down completely, and I was
little better than & physical wreck. ,

“1 muffered from Indigestion and con-
stipation, loga of welght and appetite,
bloating and paln after meals, loas of
memory and lack of nerve force for
eozltlnm mental application,

became irritable, easlly angered
and ondent without cause. The
heart's sellon becama frregular and
weak, with frequent attacks of palpl
tation during the firet hour or two
after retiring.

‘Bome Grape-Nuta and cut bananas
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